120 then in English. It seemed to be proclaiming the news
throughout a wasteland.. Europe speaking. Europe
seemed remote, on some other continent. The noise Was
deafening. Suddenly another one started Up from the
opposite direction, I turned back towards the little park
facing a cinema where a Western picture was being adver-
tised. I passed what looked like an immense fortress sur-
rounded by a dry moat. The sky seemed very low and
filled with tattered clouds through which the moon sailed
unsteadily. I felt out of the world, cut off, a total stranger
in every sense of the word. The amplifiers increased this
feeling of isolation: they seemed to have tuned up to the
, wildest pitch in order to carry far beyond me—to Abys-
sinia, Arabia, Persia, Beluchistan, China, Tibet. The
waves were passing over my head; they were not in-
tended for Crete, they had been picked up accidentally. I
dove into the narrow winding streets which led to the
open square. I walked right into a crowd which had gath-
ered outside a tent in which freaks were being exhibited.
A man squatting beside the tent was playing a weird
melody on the flute. He held the flute up towards the
moon which had grown larger and brighter in the inter-
val. A belly-dancer came out of the tent, dragging a
cretin by the hand. The crowd giggled. Just then I turned
my head and to my astonishment I saw a woman with a
vase on her shoulder descending a little bluff in bare feet.
She had the poise and grace of a figure on an ancient
frieze. Behind her came a donkey laden with jars. The
flute was getting more weird, more insistent. Turbaned
men with long white boots and black frock coats were
pushing towards the open tent The man beside me held'
two squawking chickens by the legs 5 he was rooted to the
spot, as if hypnotized. To the right of me was evidently
a barracks barred by a sentry box before which a soldier
in white skkts paraded back and forth*

